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in ir ii'i cnoK
W t..mo what I'., eill .-

« ircumstance" ¡a nil about, I am sooMwha«
how '<. answer because it ii abtrat

m.my th.. | all, it points out

bard« rung dumb animait by Ino
.. by no mu

nicritnl in the COUI*M of hygienic and earefi
lered live». | it, and

thai '«he tn
o much in ;lu' pain m in the humiliai

¦offered bj ** hero, Peter .1. Cott«
tail, when ho IV ispicion of s

ferring from tht alcoholic excess,

.h«ui«'h as a matter of fact ho la a ttríd b

total rabbit Aa Mr, Shakespeare hi
lly .-.'«'ni "<>h. the pity of H

Althoui'n tn«- people in tho play an
mach broader. Th

might be white mico or guinea piga or any
.mis. In addition to anima! r

perimentation the author indirectly treata ale

hoi without mercy. After tho play had be
m; , petty critic point*1«! out to t

author thai the goul germ has never been ill
hnr says that in producii

the play almost any sort of microboa can

I. a* all germa look alike to those in tl

gallery and the last tea rows of the orcheatr
WC had hoped to have notes for some of tl

difficult passagea and an article by the authi
on "What I Owe to ¡been and More Preeeii
laahilitio Mr. Shakespeare has

felicitously tixpieaaed it.. "The play's thethinp

IT IS evening in the home of Peter .

Cottontail. The scene IB a con ver

tional parlor of a rabbit family c

the upper middle class« About the roor

there is the sait of furniture a well-to
do rabbit would have, and on the shelve
the books you would naturally expect
"Leaves of Grass" is there, of course

¡bly "Cabbages and Kings," am

perhaps a volume or two of "The Win
ning of the West.." with a congratula
tory inscription from the author. Th»
walls have one or two good prints a\
hunting scenes and an excellent litho¬
graphic likeness of Thomas Malthus,
but most of the space is given over ti

photographs of the family.
In the centre oí the room is a small

square table, the surface «>f which is
covered "with figures ranged in curious

patterns such as 2x5 10, and even so

radical an arrangement as 7x8 5G. At
the rise of the curtain Jeremiah T. Cot¬
tontail is discovered .seated in an easy
chair reading the current edition of The
New York Kvening Post- He is mid¬
dle-aged and wean somewhat ill fitting
brown fur. tinged with gray, and horn
rimmed spectacles» He looks a little
like Lloyd George. As a matter of fact,
hi.s grandfather was Welsh. The ac¬

tor should convey to the audience b>
means of pantomime thai he has made
more than a thousand dollars that af¬
ternoon by Belting Amalgamated Cab¬
bage short, and that there will be a tidy
surplus (or himself even after he has
fulfilled his promise to make up the
deficit incurred by the charity hop of
the Hone I)ry Prohibition Union. Now
and again he runfles and pats his
.Ntnmach complacently. It is essential
«hat th«' actor should indicate beyond
'h«' peradvi .¦. ire of a doubt that Peter
-i. Cottontail has never touched spirit-

i.

nous or malt liquors or anything con¬

taining more than 2 per cent of alcohol
per fluid ounce.

As ¡\ .1. Cottontail peruses his paper
the ceiling of the room is suddenly
plucked aside and two hands are thrust
into the parlor. One of the hands

Mr. Cottontail, and the other
hand, which holds a hypodermic needle,
stabs the helpless householder and in¬
jecte into his veins the contents of the
n« edle. It is a fluid gray and forbid¬
ding. There is no sound unless the ac-

tOT who plays Cottontail chooses to
Bqueak just once.

Here the curtain descends. It rises
again almost immediately, but five days
are supposed to have elapsed. Mr. Cot¬
tontail LS again seated in the centre of
the room, and he is again reading The
Evening Post. The property man

should take pains to see that the paper
shall be dated five days later than the
one used in the prologue. It might also
be well to change the headline from
"Submarine Crisis Acute" to "Subma¬
rine Crisis Still Acute," It is also to be
noted thai on this occasion Mr. Cotton
tail has removed his right shoe in favor
of a large, roomy slipper. On the oppo¬
site side of the table sits Mrs. Cotton¬
tail She is middle-aged but comely.
A strong minded female, one would say.
with a will of her own. but rather in
awe of the ability and more particularly
the virtue of Mr. Cottontail. Yet Mr.
Cottontail is evidently in ill humor this
evening. He takes no pleasure in his
paper, but fidgets uneasily. At last he
speaks with great irritation.

Mi-.. < 01 :o\tui Is that doctor ever

coming?
M«t& oir.iMAii.1 left word at Doc¬

tor Cony's house that you were in a good
deal of pain, and that he should com«

around the minute he got home. (Th*
iinar bill rings.) Here he is now. I'll
Bend him up. (She goes out the d<><>i.
nnd a few moments later then entert
Dr. Charles Cony. Ht is a distin

ht<l ami forceful physician, but n

meagr* UttU body for all that. II* car-
m s a black bdg. )

Dir Cavr. (Removing his gloees atid
opening th* hwii.Sorry I couldn't gel
her;» any sooner, bul I've been on the go
all day. An obstetrician gets mighty lit¬
tle rest hereabouts, 1 can tell you. Well,
now. Mr. Cottontail, what can I do for
you? What seems to be the trouble?

oTTOMTAiL (Pointing to fix open
door, and lifting om Payer to hie
mouth ).Shush!

Da. Cost.Really! (The physician
crosses the mom in one hop and closes
the door.)

( "TiiiMui The pain's in my foot.
My big toe. I think, but that's not what
worries me-

Da. < o-.v (Breaking in).Painsworse
at night than it t\(tt^ during the day¬
time, doesn't it'.' Throbs a bit right
now, hey ?

Cottontail.-Yes, it does, but that
isn't the trouble.

Da. < on-,.That's trouble enough. I'll
try to have you loping around again in
a month or BO.

Cottontail.But there's more than
the pain, it's the worry. 1 haven't told
a soul. I thought at first it might be ;«

nightman-.
Da Coin.Dreams, eh? Very signifi¬

cant, sometimes, but we'll get to them
later.

( ottontaii .But I'm afraid it wasn't
a dream.
Dm mu.What wasn't a dream?

'..\;\ii..Last Tuesday evening 1

"Down from Abo** There Came Ten Horrible Pink Tentarlos'

"I Can Still Remember Ihc Da* I Won M> H* at Dear Old Hasenpfeffer"

was sitting in this room, quietly read¬
ing The Evening Post, when sudden¬
ly something tore the ceiling away, ami
down from above there came ten horri¬
ble pink tentacle's and seized me in an

iron grasp. Then something stabbed
me with some sharp instrument 1
was too frightened to move for Beveral
minutes, but when I looked up the ceil¬
ing was back in place as il nothing had
touched it. I felt around for the wound,
but the only thing I could lind was a

tiny scratch that seemed bo small I
might have had it some time without
noticing it. I couldn't be sure it was a

wound. In fact, I tried to make myself
believe that the whole thing was all ;i

dream, until 1 was taken sick to-nigh;.
Now I'm afraid thai the sword, or what
ever it was that stabbed me, must have
been poisoned.

Da. <o\\ (Sharply).Lei me look
at your tongue. (Cottontail complies.)
Seems all right. Hold OUl your hands.
Spread your lingers, i II, nttldies tin
patient for >. moment..- Nothing much
the matter there. (Prod%wing pen and
paper.) If it was only March now I'd
know what to say. Let's see what we

can find out about hereditary influence.
Father and mother living?

( oT i on r*in..I hail no father «>r

mother. I came out of a trick hat in a

vaudeville act
Dk. Coxy- That makes it a littl«' more

difficult, doesn'1 it? Do you happen to
remember what sort of s hat ?

Cuttont'ii. (A little proudly).It
was quite a high hat

Da. Cony.Yes. it would he. What
color'.'

Cottostaii,. Black and shiny.
Da Coat.That seems normal

enough. I'm afraid there's nothing sig¬
nificant there. ( Avswuxbi l No fixed
delusions? You don't think you're Na-

poleon or the White Rabbil or anything
like that, do you? Do you feel like
growling or biting anybody?

Cottontail.Of course not. There's
nothing the matter with my brain.

Da. Com Perhaps you went to sleep
and dreamed it all.

Cotton tau..No. I distinctly saw the
ceiling open and I fell the stab very
sharply, l couldn'1 possibly have been
asleep. I was reading a most interest¬
ing dramatic review m The Evening
Post.

Da. Coxy.Bui you weren't stabbed
m the big toe, now, were you ?

( 'OTTOKTAIL.W ell. lio.

Da. ( "M.And you will admit that
the ceiling's just the same as it ever

a as.'
Cottoxtail.It looks the same from

lier«'. 1 haven't called any workmen in

yet to examine it.
Da. Coxi.Take my advice and don't.

.Just let*S keel) the matter between oill*-

selves and forget it. I'm afraid you've
been working too hard. Drop your
business. Do a little light reading, and
after a bit may be I'd like to have you
go to a show. Something with songs
and bunny-hugging and jokes and
chorus girls. None of this birth control
stuff. I don'1 see how any self-respect¬
ing rabbil could go to a play like the
me I saw last night. | lit goes to Ws in-
Btrunteni east and produces o 9tetho~
scope. >

Du. ( n\,.Have you had your heart
examined lately?

Cottoxtail (Visibly \tervous).No.
Du. ( DM1.Any shortness of breath

or palpitation?
Cottoxtail I don't think so.

Dm Coxy.If that's a vest you have
on. take it «ifT. There, now (He ¿taint*
in front of Cottontail irith his sfftho-
Seope poieed in the **"'. Cottontail it
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trembling. Dr. Cony allons tin hau

holding flu sUthoscope to drop to h

side and remarks provocatively), I'll b<

you Ifaranville doesn't hit .2.50 this sei

son.

Cottontail (Amazed).Really, si

I never bet. No. never. I don't kno1

what you are talking about, anyway.
I*,,. ( .M¦.That's all right, that's a

right. Don't agitate yourself. Just
little professional trick. I wanted t
«aim you down. Xow (he makes a hit)
ried examination), Mr. Cottontail.
don't want you to run. 1 don't want yo
to climb stairs. Avoid excitement an

don't butter your parsnips. Fine word
are just as good, no matter what any

body may tell you. and they don't creel
fatty tissue. Of course, you've got t

have some exercise. You might play
little golf. Say. about three holes
«lay.

Cottontail (Sadly).Three hoi«.*.'
Dit. <<>w.Yes. that will be enough.
Cottontail (Musing).It's a littl

tough, doctor. I can still remember th.

day I won my "H" at dear old Hassen
pfeffer in the 'cross-country run. I hac
tb«> lungs and the legs then. Even nov

I can fed the wind on my face as I cam«

across the meadow and up that last
long hill. They were cheering for m<

to come on. I can tell you I just leapec
along. It was nothing at all for me. II
I'd sprinted just a bit sooner I coulc
nave been first in a hop. a\nyhow. 1
was second. There was nobody ahead
of me but the Tortoise. (Cheerlessly)
Three holes of golf a day!

Dit (O.w.Come. come, sir, be a rab¬
bit. There's no ch«'ating nature, you
know. You had your fun. and now you
must pay.
Cottontail.What's the matter with

me ?
Da. « ow.Plain, old-fashioned tfout.
Cottontail.What does that come

from ?
Da. ihm (With evident relish).

From too much ale or porter or claret
or burgundy or champagne or sherry
or Rhine Wine or Clover Clubs or Piper
lleidsieck or brandy or Bronxes or ab¬
sinthe or stingers, but the worst of all
and the best of all is port wine.

< otto.\raii. (Horrified).You mean it

comes from drinking?
Da. Cony.In all my twenty-five years

of professional practice I have never

known a case of gout without antece¬
dent alcoholism.

Cottontail (Much relie red).Well,
then, it can't be gout. I've never taken
a drink in my life. -

Du. ( <>w.In all my twenty-five years
of professional experience I've never

made an incorrect diagnosis. It is gout.
Cottontail.But I'm president of the

Bone Dry Prohibition Union. *}
Du (Ow.The more shame to you.

sir.
Cottontail.What shall I do?
Du. (Ow.Obey my instructions im¬

plicitly. A good many doctors will tell
you that they can't iure gout. Undoubt¬
edly they are right. They can't. But I
can. Only you simply must stop drink¬
ing. Cutting down and tapering off to
ten or twelve drinks a day won't do.
You must stop absolutely. No liquor at
all. Do you understand? Not a drop,
sir.

Cottontail (His nose violently palpi¬
tât inp with emotion).I never took a

drink in my life. I'm president of the
Bone Dry Prohibition Union. I was

iust sitting quietly reading The Even¬
ing Post-

Dn Cony.Save that story for your

bone-dry friends. I have nothing todo
with your pj_»t life. I'm not judghsj
you. It's DJttUfS that says the alcoholic
must pay and pay and pay. I'm only
concerned now w it h the prisent and the
future, and ths presi«nt is that you're
suffering from alcoholism manifested in
gout, and the futur«* is that you'll die if

you don't stop drinking.
Cottoxtail.I tell you 1 promised nn

Sunday school teacher when I was a aSf
that I WOUld always be a Little Ugh*
Bearer, and that I would never take a

drink if I lived to be a hundred.
Da. < <>n\.Don't worry, you won't

live that long, and don't take on m
You're not the first one that's had In«.
fun and then been dragged up by the
heels for it. Cheer up. Remember ths
good times that are gone. Life «ant In-
all carrots, you know.

Cottoxtail.But I never had am

good times.
Da. Coxy.Oh, yes. you did, I'll war¬

rant you. There mu I have been many
merry nights as the bottle passai
around the table. ( With i vidt ni QauU
Maybe there was a rousing song.
"When Leeks Are Young in Spring
time".or something like that, and I
wouldn't be surprised if now and sgais
there was some fluffy little miss to liai
soprano to your baas. Youth' Youth!
To be young, a rabbil and stewed.
iQnotiiift reminiscentta) "A leaf of let¬
tuce underneath thfl bough." After
all. salad days are 'he best days. I

never meet an old rabbit with gout but
I take off my hat ami say. "Sir. you haw
lived."

Cottoxtail (Wildly).It'a not ten«

never lived like that. I never took |

drink in my In*'. Sfou can ask anybodj
Nobody ever saw me take a drink.

Da. « <»N> That's bad. You solitary
drunkards are always the hardest to
handle. Bu1 you've simply got to ¿top
You must (piii drinking t>r «lie. that-
all there is to it

( oTi-oN i m:._-This ¡i terrible. It must
have been that poisoned BWOIlL I tell
you, I was just sitting her«- quietly,
reading The Evening Post-

Dh Com.My tlear sir. plsasi rid
yourself right away of the ak¦oholic'.«
habit of confusing cause and effect Us
thinks he's sitk because green elephsati
are walking on him. while, as .« mattV
of fact, green elephants are walking os

him because he's sick. It's terribb ri**
pie. when you stop to figure it out
Cottoxtail.You don't think I

any pink monster come through the ..?.il-

ing?
I)n ( «iw.On the contrary. I'm sur«0

you did. But ths point is, you mustn't
see him again, and the only way to avoid
seeing him is to quit drinking. Your
fun's done. Now. be a good patient and
"Ml me you'll stop drinking-

Cottoxtail.I tell you I never had
any fun. I never had any fun-

Dr. Cow.Well, strictly speaking «r

isn't the fun that hurts you. it'- the rum.
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